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high, velvet cushions on which to kneel, sumptuously bound
prayer-books, uniformed men, and feathered and jewelled
women. Charlotte and Leopold were married.
Among the important people in the list of guests are several
whom we have met with Charlotte before, but in very differ-
ent circumstances: there is Lord Ellenborough, and Old
BaggSj and Mr. Leach, and the Great U.P. himself, all with
the memory in their mind of that fantastic summer night of
two years ago . . . But all that is in the past, and now, the
wedding-service over, Charlotte and Leopold are about to
drive away to Oatlands for their honeymoon, Charlotte, with
wise appreciation of her pale waxen charm, dressed in a
white satin pelisse with a great border of ermine., and a white
feathered bonnet.
The Queen makes one final effort to dim Charlotte's happi-
ness by urging Mrs. Campbell to go in the carriage wdthfthe
newly married pair and sit between them, as she considers it
"so improper'3 that they should drive off alone. But to the
Queen's annoyance. Mrs. Campbell has the temerity to refuse.
From the open door of Carlton House, Charlotte comes out
and down the steps, then her white figure disappears into the
carriage. Leopold follows her, the carriage swings round the
the courtyard, out between the sentries into Pall Mall, and
so away.
At the same time the Tower guns, with ear-shattering
thuds, are announcing to the people of London that the
royal family has been doing something of importance.